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Ghettoscape 
I n a confusion of grocery bread colors they come, 

real children, with smiles, crying. 

Children, dark and braided, passionate hands 

wanting to touch. 
Shyly, blank faces asking, they marvel at patient 
attention, 
with hungering minds responding in joyful crayolas. 
Smiles, desperately 
crying which way can we go to be loved. 
Real children, do we know them? 
With smiles, can we answer them? 
Crying, how do we love them? 
Real hurts without fathers, these 
children electrically fed all day 
with insipid rejection and hollywood 
smiles on a boob tube destruction 
are carelessly tossed in a vegetable world 
crying, which way can we go to be loved. 
Real children, can we answer them? 
With smiles, how do we love them? 
Crying, can we answer them? 
Real children? 
Which way can we go to be loved? 
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